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Summary: A small Rikki-story . . . 


Rikki and her friends ! 

* *Disclaimer : I don't own H20: Just Add Water.** 

**Author's note: Hi there, people! Hope you're gonna like this little 
story. Here we go!** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 

><p><strong>Rikki and her friends ! <strong> 

**Rikki Bennet is 33 years old. Now she's on her motorbike ( actually 
her father's bike that she got after his death ) and on the way to 
Emma's house.** 

"Hi, Em!" says Rikki as she jump off her motorbike outside Emma's 
house . 

"Hi, Rikki!" says Emma as she give her friend a hug. 

"Em, where's Cleo?" says Rikki. 

"Sorry, she couldn't make it. Too much work." says Emma. 

"Then I guess it's just you and me..." says Rikki with a 
smile . 

"Yeah!" says Emma. "Come in! I'll get you cup of tea." 

"Don't you have any beer or something?" says Rikki. 

"Sorry..." says Emma. "You know I don't drink as much as you 

do. " 



says Rikki . 


"Okey! Tea's fine then!" 

"Cool that you still keep your dad's old motorbike!" says Emma. 

"Of course! That bike is all I've got left of him! I'd never sell it, 
no matter how much money I would get. There's three things I'd never 
sell, Em. Dad's bike, my old mermaid-locket and the guitar you gave 
me . " says Rikki . 

"Yeah!" says Emma. "Have a seat over in the library! Make yourself at 
home! I'll be there in a few!" 

Rikki takes a seat in one of the chairs in Emma's old-fashioned 
1800's style-library. 

A few minutes later Emma come back from the kitchen with tea and 
sandwiches . 

"Nice room!" says Rikki. 

"Thanks, Rikki!" says Emma. 

"I know a thing or two about classic interior-design, Em! In case you 
forgot... I'm workin' at an auction house." says Rikki. 

"True!" says Emma. 

"All these books, are they real ones from the 1800's...?" says 
Rikki . 

"Not all of them! Most of them are replicas, but some are real, yes!" 
says Emma. 

"Nice!" says Rikki. 

Suddenly the sound of the doorbell can be heard. 

"Yes, I'm coming!" says Emma as she goes to get the door. 

A few seconds later she returns ... with Cleo. 

"Cleo, nice to see you!" says Rikki. "I thought you couldn't be here 
today ..." 

"I managed to talk my way out of work! I was supposed to teach a 
group of teen-boys how to dance classic dance today. Man, they are so 
lazy ! " says Cleo . 

"I understand, Cleo! Sometimes it's a fuckin' pain in the ass to 
work!" says Rikki. 

"Yeah, that's actually true!" says Emma. 

"Em, can I have some tea too?" says Cleo. 

"Oh, sorry..." says Emma. "Of course!" 

Emma head to the kitchen to get tea for Cleo. 



"How's Zane doing?" says Cleo. 

"Oh, he's just fine! He and Abi took the boat out for a spin." says 
Rikki . 

"How long are they gonna be gone?" says Cleo. 

"Only for a few hours! They are just goin' for a small trip around 
the block!" says Rikki. 

"Here, Cleo! Tea!" says Emm as she returns and hands Cleo a cup of 
tea . 

"Thanks, Em!" says Cleo. 

"Cleo, have you talked to Lewis lately?" says Emma. 

"No..." says Cleo. "I called him last week, but he didn't answer. 
He's busy I guess. I mean, he's a great scientist now...!" 

"Yeah! I hope he's okey..." says Emma. 

"Come on, Em! Lewis is a grown man! He can take care of himself!" 
says Rikki. 

"I guess you're right." says Emma. 

"I know I am, Emma!" says Rikki. 

"Right..." says Cleo with a smile. 

Suddenly Rikki get a txt-message from her boss at work. 

"Euck! They need me at work! Sorry, guys..." says Rikki. "I need to 
go! See ya later!" 

"Sure, Rikki! See ya ! " says Cleo. 

"Yeah! See ya later, Rikki!" says Emma. 

Rikki put on her black leather jacket and walk back out to her 
motorbike and drive to work. 

"This is supposed to be my day off..." says Rikki to herself. "Euck 
it ! " 

**The End.** 


End 
f lie . 



